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Hamdi and I followed our new guide down a flight of
stone steps, through a gateway which he unlocked for
us, into a little rectangular walled yard whose northern
wall was the face of the actual temple, built against and
into the living rock of the mountainside. This was the
"Courtyard of the Serpent." And the serpent's actual
dominating presence was there—though it was not alive.
It was a stone serpent standing on its tail, carved in high
relief, and glistening black in the sunlight on the gray
wall, at the right of the temple door. Many other sym-
bols were carved in the fagade of the temple—a two-
edged beheading axe, a harrow, a pair of scissors, and
square Kurdish symbols. The fagade of the temple faced
south. In the southeast corner of the courtyard, sunk
into the pavement, was a small rectangular pool. But
most of all I was interested in the black serpent on the
wall. The priest observed this and signed for me to in-
spect it as closely as I liked. He did not seem to regard
it with exaggerated reverence. He told me that it was
alamt el akl [symbol of wisdom], and I was sure it must
be the lineal descendant, mythological^ of that same
serpent which tempted Eve. The priest had touched it
casually as he spoke, and he was not annoyed when I
ventured respectfully to stroke its tail. I wanted to see
what its glistening black substance was—whether it had
been carved, as I had at first supposed, in relief from the
rock, or was perhaps of some inset metal. It was the
same stone as the rest, cut in relief, and some of the black
came off on my finger. Whereupon this amiable priest
of Satan explained to me—with the astounding matter-
of-factness which I think has no parallel in western psy-
chology—that in the old days the serpent had been kept

